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the Editor 








Christmas MUMPS 


Dorothy had the mumps. It was nearly 
Christmas. There was a Pathfinder party going on, 
and she was stuck in bed. 

To make matters worse, her brother was able to 
go, and Mother drove him to the party, leaving 
her all alone. She lay on the bed with her swollen 
face, and felt very sorry for herself. 





What a wonderful time the Pathfinders were hav- 
ing! There must have been thirty or forty of them 
together that Sunday night. The Christmas tree was 
gaily lighted, and the presents were piled high. 
There were numerous games, and the presence of 
the motion picture projector was a constant source 
of speculation. But the greatest interest, of course, 
was in the pretty gifts. What was inside them? And 
who would get which ones? 

The pastor was playing with the Pathfinders, 
and the rumor spread that he would be giving out 
the presents. Then, just about the time the presents 
should be distributed, it was noticed that the pastor 
had gone. Where was he? 

Then a tapping was heard on a window and a 
voice outside said, “Will someone please let me in?” 

There was a rush for the window. A familiar face 








appeared when they opened it—the pastor! “Please,” 
he said, “someone kindly help me.” 

Thirty hands reached up to support him as he 
crawled through the narrow opening. 

“Now, let me see,” he said, “it seems to me I have 
some presents here for some of you.” He swung 
from his shoulder a large bag, from which he pro- 
ceeded to distribute the gifts. 

Soon every child had one—but there was still 
a package remaining. “The name tag says this is 
for Dorothy,” he said. “Dorothy, where are you?” 

Dorothy’s mother came forward. ‘“Dorothy’s sick 
and couldn’t come tonight,” she said. “I’ll take it.” 

“That’s right,” said the pastor, “I knew she was 
ill. You take it then.” But as he gave the gift into 
Mother’s hand, another idea was already beginning 
to form in his mind. 

“Well, Pathfinders,” he said, looking into the bag, 
“I’m afraid that’s all.” He climbed back up to the 
window and crawled halfway out. Then he stopped. 
“No,” he said, “there’s something more.” Reaching 
again into the sack, he began throwing showers of 
candy. In the scramble that followed, he made his 
escape. 

He returned during the picture, and said to 
Dorothy’s mother, “Let me have that gift. Dorothy 
would appreciate it better if I delivered it.” 

“Oh, no,” said Mother, “I can give it to her.” 

“I could go tomorrow,” he said, taking it. 





The party was over. The pastor, last to leave, 
drove thoughtfully home, thinking about that lonely 
girl with the mumps. Presently he came to his own 
home. Dorothy lived eight miles farther away. 

It was already past ten o’clock. Perhaps, as her 
mother said, he shouldn’t take the gift tonight. 
Then he thought again of the unhappy girl, and 
stepped harder on the gas pedal. 

Some time later he came to a stop beside a large 
house. Stepping out of the car, he called loudly, 
“Is there a girl living here by the name of Dorothy?” 

Up in a lonely bed, Dorothy tingled. She hadn’t 
been forgotten! Her face hurt too much for her to 
answer, but a smile forced itself in spite of the pain 
as she heard the pastor, led by Mother, come in 
the back door and up the stairs. 

Still carrying the same bag over his shoulder, 
he sat down on her bed and drew out her gift. 
Brother came in to help celebrate that special party 
in the sickroom. Then, when it was time for the 
pastor to go—for it really was quite late by now— 
he brought out of his bag candies and nuts that he 
had carefully saved from the party, and threw them 
over the bed. 

It was a happy girl who went to sleep that night 
—and I’ve been told the pastor was feeling pretty 
good himself, as you always will when you try to 
bring a little cheer to someone else. 


Your friend, 


Luntence. lanes? 


A. DEVANEY 
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George spoiled Mother’s Christmas 


because of 


The FORGOTTEN 


EORGE would not have broken 

Mother's arm on purpose for all 
the money in the world, and cer- 
tainly not at Christmas. But break 
her arm is what he did, through 
sheer thoughtlessness on Christmas 
Eve. 

The trouble was that on that par- 
ticular Christmas Eve, George, who 
was twelve, wasn’t thinking about 
Mother—or anyone else for that 
matter. He was thinking only of 
himself. 

He was dreaming of the wonder- 
ful presents he wanted to get next 
day. He hoped most of all to re- 
ceive an electric train. He had put 
it first on his Christmas list. He 
didn’t really expect to get it, know- 
ing how much electric trains cost, 
but he was counting quite heavily 
on a ball and bat, and possibly a 
mit. He had put them next under 
the electric train, and after all, 
he reasoned, balls and bats don’t 
cost too much. Dad ought to be 
able to afford that much, especially 
at Christmas. 

Right after dinner Mother 
asked George to deliver the eggs. 
“George,” she said, “I have washed 
all the eggs. Please take them to the 
customers right away, so they will 
have plenty of time to use them in 
their Christmas cooking.” 

George was in the middle of 
wrapping the gifts he had bought 
for the other members of the fam- 
ily, and he answered, “All right, 
Mother, just a minute.” 

But instead of going out with the 
eggs, he went back to his wrapping 
and his dreaming. Mother had to 
go out to shop, and George, ab- 
sorbed in the gift wrapping, com- 
pletely forgot the eggs. 

It was suppertime when Mother 
returned. She spotted the eggs at 
once. “George,” she called, “why 
are the eggs still here?” 
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THE EDITOR’S STORY 


But there was no answer. George 
had gone out to play with the fel- 
lows across the street. He did not 
show up at the house again till sup- 
per was nearly over. 

“Hey,” he said, “why did you 
start eating before | ” He 
stopped abruptly when he saw the 
stern expression on Father's face. 
“I think,” said Dad, “that you have 
a little explaining to do to Mother.” 

“Well, er, I-I, what have I done?” 
said George, looking from Father 
to Mother. 

“The eggs, George,” said Mother 
quietly. “Why didn’t you deliver 
them? I asked you to, didn’t I?” 

George stammered. There was 
nothing he could say, for he knew 
he was at fault. 

“I think you ought to take them 
right now,” said Father. 

“Aw, not now,” George whined. 
“At least, let me have my supper 
first.” 

“All right,” said Father. “But re- 
member, deliver those eggs as soon 
as you are through.” 

Father had some work to do that 
night, so left the table while George 
was still eating. Supper over, Bill 
and Jim and Mary were decorating 
the Christmas tree; and when 
George finished eating, he decided 
to help them. It was much more 
interesting than delivering eggs and 
much more exciting. So much more 
exciting, in fact, that he was still 
busy helping when Father came 
down and announced bedtime. In 
George’s home, Christmas presents 
were stuffed in stockings that hung 
from a bedpost, or were placed at 
the foot of the bed, to be discovered 
in the morning. 





JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


Finding no ice on the road, Mother became 
less anxious. Then she suddenly put her 
foot on a frozen puddle. Down she went! 
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Andy’s Gadget Magic 


HOLIDAY CANDLE 
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n a few minutes all the children 
were in bed, and Mother came up 
to supply the empty stockings, 
which were soon hanging from the 
bedposts. Then Mother went down- 
stairs again to finish preparing the 
Christmas meals. 

When she stepped into the 
kitchen, the first thing she saw was 
the basket of eggs! They had not 
yet been delivered. She thought of 
all the customers waiting for their 
eggs and unable to finish their cook- 
ing without them. 

Father came in to help Mother, 
and saw the eggs too. “That diso- 
bedient young fellow!” he said. “He 
must get up right now and deliver 
those eggs.” 


“Wait,” said Mother. “Let’s see 
what kind of night it is.” She 
opened the kitchen door, and a 
blast of icy wind blew in. 

“I’m afraid it has turned suddenly 
cold,” she said. “The paper said it 
would freeze tonight. I had better 
take them.” 

“Oh, no,” said Father. “I can’t 
see you going around through the 
dark on a night like this. There 
may be ice on the road.” 

“That is why we mustn’t let 
George go,” said Mother. “I couldn’t 
rest till he got home, I would be so 
worried.” 

“Then let me go.” 

“No,” said Mother. “You don’t 
know where the customers live, and 


do. It will take me much less 
time. You stay and finish the last 
details. I won't be long.” 

Wrapping a coat around her, 
Mother stepped out into the dark. 
Deliveries went quickly. The cus- 
tomers were surprised—and deeply 
grateful—to get their eggs. 

At first Mother was careful to 
test the road for ice. But when she 
didn’t find any, she became less 
anxious. With a happy heart she 
delivered the last dozen and started 
home. There was just a little way 
to go, and she was picturing in her 
mind how she would get the final 
chores done quickly, when stepping 
off the curb her foot slid on a sheet 
of ice, and down she went. She 
threw out an arm to steady herself, 
but as the arm struck the concrete, 
she felt something give way. Horri- 
fied, she picked herself up and hur- 
ried home as quickly and gingerly 
as possible. 

It took only a glance at her arm 
in the lighted kitchen to reveal that 
she had broken the bone. “Quick,” 
said Father, “off to the hospital at 
once.” 

Next morning George emptied 
his stocking with glee. There were 
the usual little things, the model car, 
flashlight batteries, rubber bands, 
and down at the bottom of the 
stocking, the traditional coins. And, 
best of all, at the foot of the bed 
were the hoped-for ball and bat and 
the mit. He rushed into Mother and 
Dad’s bedroom to display the new 
treasures. But as he stepped into the 
room he stopped suddenly short. 

“Why, Mother,” he stammered, 
“what happened to your arm?” 

“Yes,” said Father sternly, “you 
had better ask.” 

“Why, but, I didn’t have anything 
to do with it, did I?” said George. 

“Do you remember a little errand 
you were asked to run yesterday?” 
said Father. “When you didn’t de- 
liver the eggs, Mother had to. On 
the way home she slipped on the 
ice and broke her arm.” 

To page 10 
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PROJECTOR ADVENTURES ~> 
M. B. Elliston, Reporting 


Gene Kendall, age thirteen, has 
been having real adventures with a 
projector and a set of films he se- 
cured at camp meeting last year. 
With the projector under one arm 
and his Bible under the other, he 
has been conducting an expedition 
to give the gospel to his neighbors 
and friends. During the past year 
he has been going from door to door 
getting enrollments for the Bible 
correspondence course. So far, he 
has persuaded about one hundred 
and sixty to sign up. 

One day he came to the home of 
Mr. and Mrs. Autrey. Mr. Autrey 
greeted him cordially, but when 
Gene gave him an opportunity to 
enroll, he said, “Boy, is this Com- 
munism, Lutheranism, or Mormon- 
ism?” 

“Oh, no, it’s none of those,” Gene 
assured him. 

“Gene,” said the man solemnly, 
“is this Adventism?” 

With this opportunity Gene ex- 
plained how Seventh-day Adventist 
beliefs and principles differ from 
those other isms. Before leaving, he 
enrolled Mr. Autrey and his wife in 
the Bible correspondence course. 
The couple completed all the les- 
sons. At the last report Gene had 
given them three Bible studies and 
was planning on more. Better still, 
Mr. and Mrs. Autrey have been in- 
viting their friends in for the pro- 
jector studies. 

Besides these studies with the 
Autreys, Gene has a number of 
other Bible studies in progress and 
is continuing them right through 
the winter months while studying 
in school. 

JMV’s, you can be projector ad- 
venturers for Christ too. “Our work 
has been marked out for us by the 
heavenly Father. We are to take our 
Bibles and go forth to warn the 
world.” 


JMV SAFETY PATROLMAN 
SAVES LITTLE BOY'S _. 
TRICYCLE 


The Editor, Reporting 


“Boohoo, my bike! It’s gone! A 
car's going to hit it! Boohoo-oo.” 

Hearing all the commotion one 
morning, I turned around to see 
what dreadful thing was happening 
to arouse the distressing sounds, and 
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On this page every week there appear stories of what Pathfinders and JMV’s are doing around the 
world. These are accounts of Junior youth who are going places for God. They are ‘‘on the trail’ 
with Jesus, our Master Guide. Send a report of what your club is doing. It may be printed here! 


was just in time to see a little drama 
the angels rejoiced to record. 

A block behind me was a very 
busy intersection on the side of a 
hill. Halfway across that intersec- 
tion, and gaining speed all the time, 
came a riderless tricycle, the kind 
driven only by very little boys. But 
Very Little Boy was not on the tri- 
cycle. 

He had been playing happily 
with the trike on the sidewalk. 
Then, somehow, it had rolled away 
from him. Turning off the sidewalk 
it had bumped over the curb and 
was rapidly accelerating down the 
hill. 

Very Little Boy quickly saw how 
easily the tricycle might be hit by 
a car, and smashed beyond being 
played with again. Frantically wav- 
ing his arms, screaming and yell- 
ing, he ran into the road after the 
beloved possession. He quite over- 
looked the danger he was in him- 
self. Cars come thick and fast 
through there at 8:40 in the morn- 
ing, and drivers aren’t always think- 
ing about Very Little Boys. 

But, happily, this all happened 
right beside the Sligo (Takoma 
Park, Maryland) church school, and 
the safety patrol was on duty. 

Now, no one ever told the safety 
patrol that they were supposed to 
rescue straying tricycles for Very 
Little Boys. But the safety patrol 
boy on that corner didn’t stop to 
ask where his duty ended. He would 
go beyond the call of duty if it 
would help a Very Little Boy. So, 
as cars lined up on all four sides, 
quick as a flash he darted into that 
dangerous intersection. First he 
made for the trike. Then, with it 
safely in tow, he came back to Very 
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The projector adventurer, Gene Kendall, of 
Clinton, North Carolina. Read the story. 


Little Boy. Taking him gently by 
the hand, he led him to the curb. 
On the sidewalk he comforted him, 
setting him again on his tricycle. 
Tears all gone, Very Little Boy went 
gaily up and down the sidewalk 
once more while the safety patrol- 
man went back to his routine duties. 

I don’t know that patrol boy’s 
name, but the angels do, and I’m 
sure they were smiling happily as 
they made up the records that night. 


PATHFINDERS ASSIST IN 
EVANGELISTIC CAMPA 


wa 
Millie Williams, Reporting ‘te 


The Chula Vista (California) 
Pathfinders have been actively shar- 
ing their faith on Sabbath after- 
noons. 

Already they have distributed 
more than a thousand pieces of lit- 
erature to help an evangelistic effort 
being conducted in their church. 

Chula Vista Pathfinders realize 
that their club stands for more than 
a mere social or outdoor program. 
Sometimes they camp, sometimes 
they play, but always they want to 
follow the great Master Guide and 
share their faith. 
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TRANSIT OF MERCURY AS IT 
PASSES BEFORE THE SUN. 





There is an eclipse of the sun when the moon passes between the sun and the earth. 
Where the dark wedge touches the earth there is a total eclipse; around it is a 
partial eclipse. When the earth is between moon and sun, the moon is eclipsed. 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 


| Shadows on the Moon 


By HARRY BAERG p> 


Answering Question 2: “What causes an eclipse?” 


PART ELEVEN 


THE MV HONOR When the earth 
is between the 
sun and the moon, 
the moon is shad- 
owed. This is 
called an eclipse 
of the moon. 

When the moon is between the 
earth and the sun there is an eclipse 
of the sun. It so happens that the 
moon is at just about the right dis- 
tance from the earth and the right 
size to cover the sun. Because the 
orbit of the moon is an ellipse, the 
moon is farther from the earth at 
some eclipses than at others. When 
it is farthest from the earth it com- 
pletely covers the sun, leaving only 
a halo of light around it. An eclipse 
of the sun when the moon is near- 
est the earth leaves a ring of the 
sun showing around the moon. 

If the moon traveled around the 
earth in exactly the same level, or 
plane, as the earth travels around 
the sun, every time the earth came 
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IN STARS 


between the moon and the sun the 
moon would be eclipsed, or shad- 
owed. Also, every time the moon 
came between the earth and the 
sun, the sun would be eclipsed. The 
reason we do not have eclipses ev- 
ery month is that the plane of the 
moon’s orbit around the earth is 
tipped 6° from that of the earth 
around the sun. It is this provision 
that allows us to see the full moon. 

But even though the moon's orbit 
is tilted, there are times when it is 
in line with the earth and sun. Then 
we have an eclipse. 

These eclipses of the sun cast a 
shadow on only a small part of the 
earth, and it is only at these places 
that it is seen as a total eclipse. The 
area over which it is seen as a par- 
tial eclipse is much larger. 

Eclipses of the sun are very im- 
portant to astronomers. At times 
they will travel halfway around the 
world to be able to view a total 
eclipse. Ordinarily the sun is so 


bright that it cannot be studied as 
thoroughly as we wish. During an 
eclipse the atmosphere of the sun 
can be seen and photographed very 
clearly, and astronomers are able to 
find out more about what happens 
on the sun and why. 

Even the early Chaldeans discov- 
ered that eclipses follow a certain 
pattern and are repeated after a 
definite period of time. Astronomers 
have found that the whole series 
will repeat in exactly eighteen years, 
eleven and one-third days. This pe- 
riod is called a saros. This is why 
eclipses can be foretold years in ad- 
vance, and the exact area where they 
can best be observed can be calcu- 
lated. 

You ask, Don’t other heavenly 
bodies ever come between the earth 
and the sun to cause an eclipse? 
Yes, there are other bodies that oc- 
casionally come between the earth 
and the sun, but they do not cause 
an eclipse. 

The only planets that lie between 
the earth and the sun are Venus and 
Mercury. Both are far enough away 
and small enough to show up only 
as spots against the sun, and as such 
they hardly cast a shadow on the 
earth, much less hide the sun. Pass- 
ings of this nature are called transits. 
Mercury crosses before the sun 
twelve times in a century, and 
Venus about twice. The next time 
for Venus will be the year 2004, 
which is a bit long for us to wait! 

Sometimes the moon passes be- 
tween us and a star. This is called 
an occultation. 

Watch it sometime when you see 
the quarter moon approaching a 
bright star or planet like Jupiter 
or Saturn. The moon comes closer, 
then long before the star is inside 
the crescent moon it goes out, as 
if the light were switched off, be- 
cause it has been covered by the 
dark part of the moon. The star may 
remain covered only a few minutes 
or nearly an hour, depending upon 
whether it is just covered by the 
edge of the moon’s disk or whether 
it has passed directly behind its wid- 
est part. 

On some nights you may see not 
only the new moon but also a faint 
old moon. It is the reflection of the 
sun upon the earth, called earth 
light, that lights this part of the 
moon in the same way as the re- 
flection of the sun upon the moon 
lights the earth at night. 
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THROUGH SUN AND RAIN 


By BETTY STIRLING opr? 





PART TEN: 


THE GOAL ATTAINED 





HILE she was waiting for word 

from Hillview Academy, Jen- 
nie tried to review for her final ex- 
ams, because the tests for the acad- 
emy subjects taught in the junior 
academy came from the conference. 
She and Anne sat on the steps of 
the church and said memory verses 
to each other till they were sure 
they could repeat each one, com- 
plete with commas if necessary. 
They reviewed their geometry the 
same way. 

Monday noon while the students 
were sitting on the curb eating their 
lunches, Pastor Kendall drove up to 
the school. 

“Can Jennie go to Hillview?” 
Bob asked before the minister was 
out of the car. 

Jennie jumped up, almost chok- 
ing on her sandwich. 

Pastor Kendall came over to the 
group. “I talked with the principal,” 
he said to Jennie. “He wasn’t very 
encouraging. He said that they have 
been entirely too crowded this year, 
and are trying to persuade all stu- 
dents who can do so to attend day 
academies. They hope to make room 
only for those who cannot possibly 
attend a day school.” 

“But I can’t go to a day acad- 
emy,” protested Jennie. 

“That is what I told him. He said 
they would reconsider the matter, 
but that he couldn’t promise any- 
thing. Don’t give up hope, though, 
because I’m sure you'll be able to 

0.” 
“Oh, dear,” said Jennie. She didn’t 
know what else to say. 

“Another thing,” continued the 
pastor. “A large proportion of the 
students have had to work most of 
their way. Because of the rising 
costs of operating a school, they 


must give preference to those who 
can pay most of their bills in cash.” 

“And of course I must have 
work,” said Jennie. “Thank you for 
talking to him. I hope they'll de- 
cide something soon. Waiting is 
hard.” 

The minister went inside the 
schoolroom to talk to Mr. Morgan, 
and most of the students dashed to 
the ball field for a game of baseball, 
even though the day was hot and 
windy. 

Every evening when Jennie got 
home from school she asked 
whether a letter 
had come from 
Hillview Acad- 
emy. But none 
came. She began 
to think perhaps 
her application 
had been forgot- 
ten entirely. 

Tests occupied 
most of the last week of school. The 
conference tests were hard, and Jen- 
nie was glad she had studied the 
subjects thoroughly all year. 

When at last they were over, the 
ninth and tenth graders gathered 
around Mr. Morgan’s desk. 

“Can you finish grading every- 
thing before we go home this aft- 
ernoon?” asked Bob. 

“I think so,” replied Mr. Mor- 
gan. “Mrs. Ridley has already com- 
pleted the grading on the tests for 
her classes, and I have left only a 
few of the tests from this morning. 
Suppose you go play a rousing game 
of ball, and I'll blow the whistle 
when I’m through. The eighth grad- 
ers can work on their last test while 
I'm correcting yours.” 

“Volleyball today,” said Andy, 
taking the ball from the shelf. “Our 


last game of the year. Choose up!” 

He and Bob chose sides. Bob's 
side had won the first game when 
Mr. Morgan poked his head out the 
window and blew the whistle. 

The ball court was deserted at 
once, as everyone dashed for the 
washrooms and then into the class- 
room. 

“Take your seats quietly, please,” 
requested Mr. Morgan, as everyone 
crowded closely around his desk. He 
picked up a sheet of paper and 


glanced over it. 


To page 10 
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ARTIST 


Jennie waved a paper 
in the air. “My letter 
of acceptance!” she 
called out excitedly. 





There were no presents this Christmas. Betty wept 


into her pillow. Then on the porch she heard 





( FOOTSTEPS AT MIDNIGHT! 


ANDY GRAHAM and his Aunt 
Lucy were seated in the parlor, 
admiring the brilliantly lighted 
Christmas tree by the window. They 
had been trying all evening to de- 
cide what to choose for Sandy’s gift. 
“But I told you, Aunt Lucy, I have 
everything I want—skates, skis, bi- 
cycle—everything!” said Sandy. “I 
really don’t need a thing for Christ- 
mas this year. Uncle Frank and I 
have thought of a plan to play Santa 
Claus for some needy family, but 
so far we haven't been able to lo- 
cate one that is not already provided 
for by the welfare and charities.” 
“That is a very noble plan, Sandy, 
and I am sure we will be able to 
find someone. Here comes Uncle 
Frank now; perhaps he has an idea.” 
Shaking the snow from his big 
overcoat, Uncle Frank came into 
the house and announced, “I have 









found the right family at last, Sandy. 
Wait until I put on my slippers, and 
I'll tell you all about it. I know 
you'll be thrilled.” 

Quickly Sandy brought the slip- 
pers, and placed a soft pillow in the 
big chair by the tree. Then he sat 
on a low stool nearby, eagerly wait- 
ing. 

“This is fine; thank you, Sandy,” 
said Uncle Frank, who was a store- 
keeper. “I am rather tired tonight. 
There is always so much extra work 
sorting and unpacking at this sea- 
son. But now, about our family. I 
was down in the basement this aft- 
ernoon, cleaning up the excelsior, 
wrapping papers, and empty car- 
tons. When I was piling them in 
the corner of the furnace room, I 
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heard someone tapping on the little 
window above me. There were two 
children, a boy and a girl, quite 
shabbily dressed, who seemed quite 
concerned over what I was doing. 
The boy called to me, 

““Hey, Mister, please wait just 
a minute before you burn those, 
will ya?’ So I waited, wondering 
what they wanted. Sure enough, 
down the stairs they came, almost 
breathless, and quite excited. 

“Say, Mister, are ya going to 
burn all those nice boxes and col- 
ored papers there? And those nice, 
long branches that came off of the 
big tree?’ 

“Well, I told him they were not 
of any use to us any more, so if he 
could find anything in the pile that 
he could use, he was welcome. 

“Oh, yes,’ said the little girl, 
‘Those branches will make a swell 
Christmas tree. Bob made one last 
year out of branches that weren't 
half that big. He wired it together, 
and we trimmed it with paper 
chains. And, Mister, you should 
have seen Timmy’s eyes.’ (Timmy 
is their little brother. ) 

“Well, Sandy, I asked them a lot 
of questions, very tactfully. There 
are five in the family. Betty and 
Bob are twins, then there is Timmy, 
then little Marie. Their father is 
dead, and the mother takes in wash- 
ing to support the family. It seems 
that at present they are quite hard 
pressed. I have their address.” 

“But, Uncle Frank,” queried 
Sandy, “How can we find out what 
they would like for Christmas?” 

“That's all settled too,” said 
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Looking out the window to see who had 
been walking on their porch at midnight, 
Betty, Bob, and Mother saw a man dressed 
as Santa Claus just getting into his car. 
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Uncle Frank, taking a slip of paper 
from his pocket. “I made notes right 
after they left. They told me they 
didn’t believe there was any Santa 
Claus any more, only for rich folks. 
So I asked them, cautiously, what 
each one would want, just in case 
there really was a Santa Claus. They 
had a lot of fun just pretending, 
and Betty added that she knew 
Mother would want something for 
dinner besides soup.” 

Uncle Frank and Sandy went 
carefully over the list, with many a 
helpful comment from Aunt Lucy. 





It was the night before Christ- 
mas. Sandy and Aunt Lucy were 
busy tying up mysterious parcels. 
Uncle Frank was admiring his red 
and white suit, in which he would 
play Santa Claus in earnest. 

“O Uncle Frank, don’t forget your 
mask. They might be awake and 
see you!” 

“I have it in the car. It is safer 
to drive without it. But I won't 
forget to put it on when we get 
there. Is everything ready to go?” 

“Yes,” said Aunt Lucy. “But be 
careful, the pie is right on the top 
in that box. Wouldn't it be fun to 
see their eyes when they find the 
Santa Claus cookies!” 

“And Timmy’s eyes when he finds 
the sled, and Marie’s when she hears 
the doll say Mam-ma,” added Sandy. 
“Did we put in the popcorn balls 
and the candy before we tied that 
last package?” he asked. 

“Yes, I am sure we did,” replied 
Aunt Lucy, putting on her coat. 

The moon smiled as he peeped 
into the window of the little house 
where the McGuire’s lived. He 
shared a big secret. 

Mrs. McGuire could not sleep. It 
had been so hard to tell the children 
that there would be no Santa Claus 
this year. She could hear a sob now 
and then from Betty’s bed. Poor 
little Betty! What fun she and 
Bob had trimming the little tree 
branches for Timmy and _ little 
Marie. A doubt was still in Betty’s 
mind, for the man at the big store 
had said, “Just let us pretend there 
really is a Santa Claus,” and very 
earnestly she had told him of their 
greatest wishes. It was lots of fun 
to pretend, but a bitter disappoint- 
ment to feel that there just wasn’t 
any, after all. Mother should know, 
of course. 


Mrs. McGuire buried her face in 
the pillow. If she only could have 
made something special for their 
Christmas dinner—a pie or a cake, 
perhaps. She lifted her head to lis- 
ten. What was that noise? It was 
nearly midnight. 

Betty was wide awake. 

“Mommy, a car stopped just out- 
side our door.” 

“There is probably a mistake. No- 
body would come here at this hour 
of the night. Try to go to sleep, 
dear.” 

“But they are coming here; I hear 
their feet on the porch.” 

“Sh—listen. I wonder who it can 
be?” 

The outside door was opened; 
something heavy was placed in the 
entry, and the door was quietly 
closed again. Betty crept cautiously 
to the window and peered out into 
the moonlight. 

“Oh, Mommy, Mommy, come 
quick! It’s Santa Claus, really Santa 
Claus! Come—see!” 

Mrs. McGuire could hardly be- 
lieve her eyes. There he was, a real 
Santa Claus dressed in red and 
white, just getting into his car. 
Betty’s exclamations awakened Bob 
and Timmy, who, wide eyed, scram- 
bled out of bed to see. 

“Is it really Santa Claus, 
Mommy?” asked Timmy, clutching 
his mother’s arm. 

“Yes, it must be, but I just can’t 
understand.” Mrs. McGuire lighted 
the lamp after the excited children 
watched the car disappear down the 
street. 

“Let’s see what he brought us,” 
said Bob, and the twins dragged 
the big box into the room. They 
fairly screamed with delight as they 
carefully examined its contents. 








Tears were in Mrs. McGuire's eyes 
as she placed the lovely pie on the 
table. Little Marie was awakened 
by the children’s voices as they 
opened the beautifully decorated 
packages one by one. 

“He knew all of our names to 
put on the cards,” said Timmy. 
“How did he know that I wanted 
a little red truck and a sled? And 
he even knew that Marie wanted a 
dolly that says Mamma. How did 
he find out?” 

“I am sure I do not know,” said 
Mrs. McGuire, smiling through her 
tears. “But I know there is a real 
Santa Claus.” 

“T'll say there is,” said Bob, plac- 
ing a pair of furry mittens on a 
chair beside an enormous popcorn 
ball. “Just like the man at the store 
said, ‘Suppose there really was.’” 

As Uncle Frank and Sandy sat in 
the cozy parlor at home, gazing re- 
flectively at the twinkling lights on 
the tree, Aunt Lucy joined them, 
saying, “I never thought that play- 
ing Santa Claus would be half this 
much fun. I am glad I had a little 
part in your plans. It has been a real 
pleasure indeed. Somewhere in the 
Good Book I have read a verse that 
says, ‘It is more blessed to give than 
to receive.’ I never fully understood 
it until tonight.” 

“That is the way I feel about it 
too,” said Uncle Frank. “I'm glad 
I had the opportunity to prove to 
the little McGuires that there is a 
real Santa Claus after all. I am sure 
they will have a Merry Christmas.” 

“Thanks a lot, Aunt Lucy, for all 
the baking and everything,” added 
Sandy. “I know this is the best 
Christmas I ever had. I think it is 
the most fun to know that there 
really is a Santa Claus after all.” 


i 
3 





The Forgotten Eggs 


From page 4 


George was speechless. Suddenly 
the gifts he had been dreaming 
about for so long became disgusting. 
He dropped them from his hands 
and fell to his knees beside Mother's 
bed. “Mother,” he said, almost sob- 
bing, “I’m sorry.” 

“It’s all right,” said Mother. “It’s 
too late to do anything about it 
now. Only, please, don’t let it hap- 
pen again.” 

And right there George resolved 
that he never, never would cause 
Mother pain by being disobedient, 
whether at Christmas or any other 
time of the year. 





Through Sun and Rain 


From page 7 
“Tell us quick!” exclaimed Dave, 
fidgeting in his seat. 
Mr. Morgan smiled. 
“The biology grades, first,” said 


Mabel. “Dave won't be able to stand 
it if you don’t tell him now.” 
“The highest grade in biology test 





was Jennie’s 

“Oh,” groaned Dave. 

“And the second highest,” con- 
tinued Mr. Morgan, “was Dave's. 
Anne’s was third. Those were all 
A’s.” 

“Any F's?” asked Bob in a small 
voice. 

Mr. Morgan grinned. “No F's 
in biology or any other subject, I’m 
happy to say. There were two rather 
low D’s, though, in algebra and ge- 
ometry.” 

“Who had the highest in every- 
thing?” asked Norma. 

“Jennie had five A’s, and Anne 
and Dave each had four A’s,” said 
Mr. Morgan. 

“All A’s! Whee!” Andy whistled. 
“Wish I could do that sometime.” 

“My dear fellow,” said Bob se- 
verely, “if you studied as much as 
those three do, and paid as close 
attention in class, you'd get A’s too.” 

Dave laughed. “I don’t see you 
following your own advice.” 





“Certainly not,” said Bob. “I only 
get paid for giving advice to other 
people.” 

“You are dismissed for today,” 
said Mr. Morgan. “Tomorrow there 
will be only a half day of school, 
and no studying. You'll clean out 
your desks and get ready for the 
eighth-grade graduation program.” 

Next morning Jennie parked her 
bike hurriedly and dashed into the 
schoolroom. Mr. Morgan and some 
of the other students had arrived 
ahead of her. 

“Look!” she called excitedly, wav- 
ing a paper in the air. “My letter 
of acceptance at Hillview Acad- 
emy!” 

“Let me see! Let me see!” 
several students at once. 

Jennie passed the precious let- 
ter around for all to read. “It came 
yesterday while I was at school,” 
she explained. “Mamma had it 
propped up on the table so I would 
see it the first thing when I got 
home. She was as excited as I was.” 

“That isn’t all she’s happy about 
this morning,” said Donna. 


said 
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Your new Junior GUIDE 


is a real treasure chest of inspirational reading and thrill- 
ing adventure. This weekly publication has been designed 
especially for Juniors and contains items of interest to 
every Junior youth. Each issue contains “Things to Do” to 
make the young mind active and keep idle fingers busy. 
You'll find mental “pieces of eight” in each issue. 

And beginning with the first issue in January, GUIDE 
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campcraft, Junior Sabbath school lessons, and other in- 
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“What else?” asked Mr. Morgan. 

Jennie folded her letter. “Remem- 
ber the folks I sold the health mag- 
azine to? Elder Kendall has been 
giving them Bible studies since last 
summer. Last night they came to 
visit us, and they say they are plan- 
ning to join the church this com- 
ing Sabbath.” 

“That's wonderful news,” said 
Mr. Morgan. “I talked with the fam- 
ily several weeks ago when they 
attended Sabbath school the first 
time. I liked them very much.” 

“It's no wonder you are excited 
this morning, Jennie,” said Mrs. 
Ridley, who had been listening 
quietly. 

“They have promised me all the 
work I need,” said Jennie, looking at 
her letter again. “And I’m to leave 
next week. It’s too wonderful to be 
true. But I'll miss all of you.” 

“We've had a lot of fun going 
to school here at Encinas Junior 
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THE BABY OF __ > 
HEAVENLY LOVE’! 


By NONA KEEN DUFFY “ 


Once long, long ago a baby was born 

And laid in the sweet-smelling hay; 

Soft starlight came flooding the rafters 
and walls 

Till the manger was light as the day. 


Bright angels came singing hosannas to 
Him 
And shepherds were led from afar; 
The Wise Men came riding their camels 
of dun, 
All led by the light of a star. 


Sweet Mary, His mother, bent over her 
Son 
And thanked the kind Father above 
For sending this dear little, wee little One, 
This Baby of heavenly love! 
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Academy,” said Bill. “I wish we 
could go here for the next two 
years.” 

“I do too,” said Anne. “But I’m 
glad the school board decided to 
make this a ten-grade school in time 
for us to attend it.” 

“Are you going to teach here next 
year, Mr. Morgan?” asked Babe. 

“No, I’m planning to go to an- 
other intermediate school, where I'll 
teach only the ninth and tenth 
grades,” said Mr. Morgan. “But I too 
have enjoyed these two years a great 
deal. I'll remember all of you.” 

Norma took her place at the 
piano for the morning worship serv- 
ice. While they were singing, Jen- 
nie thought back over her two years 
of church school. She knew that 
the struggle for a Christian educa- 
tion had been worth while, whether 
the way had been stormy or bright, 
through sun or through rain. 


(THE END) 
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SNOWSHOE HARE << 7 














1. Lucivee was the largest of the three kittens. When he was half 
grown he thought he would try hunting. He did not like a certain 
red squirrel that would frequently sit on a stub near the den and 
scold the kittens. 2. Watching his chance while the squirrel chat- 
tered, Lucivee quietly crept up behind him as he had seen his 
mother do. With a big jump he surprised the noisy fellow and 


caught him. 3. By the time the snow came in the early fall, the 
young lynxes were nearly grown, and ran with their mother through 
the woods. They traveled abreast, so as to scare up more rabbits. 
4. Lynx feet are covered with long, stiff hairs and act as snowshoes 
in the soft snow of the woods. By comparison, the bobcat’s pads 
are bare. The snowshoe rabbit has spreading hairy toes like the lynx. 



































1. It was a rabbit year. The country was full of them, either 
crouching in their lairs or hopping over the snow. Their coat changed 


color from the brown of summer to the white of winter, so that 
they were almost invisible against the snow. 2. As long as the 
hares sat still, the lynx band could pass near without seeing 
them; but as the lynxes combed the woods, the rabbits would lose 


their nerve and jump up in front of them. 3. In a few bounds 
the cats easily caught their prey. Then followed the usual scrap, 
with each lynx trying to snatch the whole rabbit away from the 
others. 4. For the first part of the winter the lynxes fed very 
well, but later on they found hundreds of dead rabbits lying 
around with large blue ticks in their ears. The plague had struck! 
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The Secret of the Cave 
by Arthur S. Maxwell 


A thrilling mystery story for 
the Juniors that reveals a beautiful 
and inspiring lesson as the story 
proceeds. Another fascinating 
storybook by “Uncle Arthur.” 


Regular Price $2.00 Special Price $1.80 


It Happened at Night 
by Cora Mabel Noland 


More than thirty thrilling inci- 
dents and experiences of the Bi- 
ble which happened at night are 
recounted to captivate the inter- 
est of children. 


Regular Price $2.75 Special Price $2.50 


Brush Valley Adventure 
by Betty Stirling 


Many new experiences are met 
by a Seventh-day Adventist boy 
as he moves from a city into a 
mountain valley where he at- 
tends a country public school. 


Regular Price $2.50 Special Price $2.25 





Lifts 


for the Juniors 
From Eight to Eighty 


“A book is good 


company” 


On the Trail With 
Freckles and Don 


by Ruth Wheeler 


The wonders of the trail and 
the thrilling discovery of little 
things in the wild is told with 
all the excitement of a major 
adventure. 


Regular Price $2.50 Special Price $2.25 


Gold, Silver, and Spice 
by Barbara Osborne Westphal 


An exciting narrative to help 
Juniors better understand their 
neighbors to the south. Includes 
the discoverers of the Americas 
from Columbus and Magellan to 
Bolivar and Sarmiento. 


Regular Price $2.75 Special Price $2.50 


Randy and Cynthia 


by Jeanette E. Burgett 


Stories about nature, history, 
travel, and the Bible. Junior 
boys and girls will enjoy the 
interesting and helpful informa- 
tion contained in this volume. 


Regular Price $2.50 Special Price $2.25 


Adventures of Kado 
by Alice Mertie Underhill 


Christianity helps Kado, a lit- 
tle Indian boy, overcome his 
native surroundings amid ox- 
carts, savage animals, dirt, and 
degradation. 


Regular Price $2.00 Special Price $1.80 


POSTAGE: Add 10c for first book, 5c for each additional book. 


Prices higher in Canada. 


Order from your Book and Bible House. 





Add sales tax where required. 


PACIFIC PRESS PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, Mountain View, California 











PLACING MASTER COPY ON SURFACE 








TAKING OFF COPIES 











S SOON as you have made the 
hectograph described in last 
week’s GUIDE, you are ready to pro- 
ceed with the next step in printing 
your club newspaper—making a 
master copy. Experiment with sim- 
ple designs at first. We will give you 
hints on actual newspaper layout 
next week. 


How to Operate the Hectograph 


To make a master copy, draw or 
write on a piece of hard-surfaced 
bond paper with hectograph pencils 
or hectograph ink. With hectograph 
carbon paper you can use a type- 
writer. Whatever you have thus 
made with the hectograph ink, pen- 
cils, or carbon paper is called the 
master copy. When it is finished go 
on to step three, preparing the sur- 
face of the hectograph. 

The hectograph will work best 
if it is between 80 and 90 degrees 


PART TWO 











HOW TO PRINT A 
CLUB NEWSPAPER, 


By BERNARD 


Fahrenheit, or when it feels slightly 
warm to the touch. If it gets too 
warm, it will be too soft, and can- 
not be used. If it is too cold, it will 
not take the design well. 

Sponge off the surface of the 
hectograph with tepid water. Next 
blot the surface by laying paper 
toweling on it. Do this until the 
surface is moist, but not wet. Now 
place the master copy face down- 
ward on the hectograph surface and 
let it remain for about one and 
one-half minutes. When you peel 
off the master copy you will find a 
negative image on the hectograph 
surface. 

Now for what you have been 
waiting for—the printing. Place 
blank sheets of paper over the image 
on the hectograph, smooth out, and 
remove in fast succession until you 
get the desired number of copies. 
That’s how easy it is. 

When you have printed all you 
wish, take a soft sponge or some 
Kleenex tissue and sponge off the 
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image. Use water as hot as your 
hand will stand to do this. The 
image should always be sponged off 
immediately after the last duplicate 
is taken off. 


Making Christmas Cards 


Some people make their Christ- 
mas cards on the hectograph. To do 
this, one should secure attractive pa- 
per and envelopes. Make your mas- 
ter copy in several colors by using 
colored hectograph pencils or col- 
ored ink. When using colored pen- 
cils the master copy should be 
placed on a hard, smooth surface, 
and you should press down hard 
on the pencils. The amount of dye 
that comes off the pencil, with the 
condition of the hectograph surface, 
decides how bright the duplicates 
will be. 

Many other things can be made 
with the hectograph, but next week 
we will explain one of the most 
interesting, namely, publishing a 
small newspaper or magazine. 











NO FRONT TEETH. Next week 
GUIDE begins a short, interesting 


serial called, “The Boy With No 
Front Teeth.” Find out how he lost 
them—and how he got them back! 
It’s a tale of the superstitions of 
heathen Africa, of haunting spirits 
and magic oxen, and of the coming 
of the m’fundisi, the missionary 
teacher. Don’t miss it! 


SPEED KNOTS. Have you wondered 
how anyone could tie a bowline in 
two seconds, or a sheepshank in 


three? Next week GUIDE brings some- 
thing you won’t want to miss—pic- 
tures taken especially for this journal 
to show step by step how to tie knots 
the speed-knot way. 


PATHFINDER LEADERS, ATTEN- 
TION! This week the series on the 
MV Honor in stars comes to an end. 
All the questions have been answered 
in GUIDE, so that your Pathfinders 
can fulfill the requirements. The next 
honor series will be on cooking, and 
will begin with the first issue in Jan- 
uary. We suggest you start preparing 
for it now. 


DOUBLING LUCIVEE. There was a 
very good reason for doubling up 
on Lucivee the Lynx this week. There 
will be two strips next week and the 


week following, also. This is so as 
to complete this series in order to 
make way for thrilling changes com- 
ing in GUIDE, January 1, 1954. Watch 
for further announcement! 


CHRISTMAS CRIBS. There are 
many countries where trees are not 
used as part of the Christmas decora- 
tions. The crib is more widely known. 
In many European countries a crib 
is carried through the streets by 
groups of singing children and is 
placed in many homes during the 
Christmas holidays, just as the tree 
is in the Northern European countries 
and the United States—From the 
publishers of Rust Craft Cards. 


COVER PICTURE by G. Anderson, 
from A. Devaney. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 





XII1—The Results of Remembering Jesus 


Lesson Text: 2 Peter 1:12-19. 


(DECEMBER 26) 


Memory Verse: “Wherefore I will not be negligent to put you always in 
remembrance of these things, though ye know them, and be established 


in the present truth” (2 Peter 1:12). 


Guiding Thought 


“Have you ever watched a hawk in 
pursuit of a timid dove? Instinct has 
taught the dove that in order for the 
hawk to seize his prey, he must gain 
a loftier flight than his victim. So 
she rises higher and still higher in 
the blue dome of heaven, ever pur- 
sued by the hawk, which is seeking 
to obtain the advantage. But in vain. 
The dove is safe as long as she al- 
lows nothing to stop her in her flight, 
or draw her earthward; but let her 
once falter, and take a lower flight, 
and her watchful enemy will swoop 
down upon his victim. Again and 
again have we watched this scene with 
almost breathless interest, all our 
sympathies with the little dove. How 
sad we should have felt to see it fall 
a victim to the cruel hawk! 

“We have before us a warfare— 
a lifelong conflict with Satan and his 
seductive temptations. The enemy will 
use every argument, every deception, 
to entangle the soul; and in order 
to win the crown of life, we must put 
forth earnest, persevering effort... . 
By faith we must rise higher and still 
higher in the attainment of the graces 
of Christ. By daily contemplating His 
matchless charms, we must grow more 
and more into His glorious image. 
While we thus live in communion 
with Heaven, Satan will lay his nets 
for us in vain.”—Messages to Young 
People, pp. 103, 104. 


CHARLES CAREY 


Keep your eyes fixed upon Jesus, and He 
will give you power to be like Him, and 
to be ready to live with Him in heaven. 
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ASSIGNMENT 1 


Read the lesson text and the guid- 
ing thought. 


ASSIGNMENT 2 


Remembering Jesus Makes Him 
More Real to Us 


1. What did Peter feel it his duty 
to do for the members of his flock? 
(2 Peter 1:12, 13.) 

NoTE.—Peter felt that he was get- 
ting old and would soon be taken 
away from those to whom he had 
taught the gospel. His great desire for 
his flock was that they should keep 
the knowledge of our Lord Jesus 


Christ in remembrance. He did not 
want them to think of the stories he 
had told them as “cunningly devised 
fables.” He would express the same 
desire if he were here today. We need 
to keep the remembrance of Jesus 
fresh in our minds so that we can 
live for and serve Him. 

2. What does Peter say we have 
that is like a light that will shine 
till the day star (Christ) arise in our 
hearts? (Verse 19.) 

NOTE.—By reading the Bible and 
thinking about Jesus we can keep His 
memory clear, and He will be a very 
real Friend to us in the temptations 
and trials we meet through the day. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 


Remembering Jesus Gives Us Power 
3. What plant reminds us of 
Jesus and how divine power can 





























flow in a continual stream to those 
who keep Him in their thoughts 
continually? What will this power 
help us to do? (John 15:1, 4, 5.) 

4. Whom has Jesus given to help 
us remember His words? (John 14: 
26.) 

NOoTE.—"When Christ ascended 
to the Father, He did not leave His 
followers without help. The Holy 
Spirit, as His representative, and the 
heavenly angels, as ministering spirits, 
are sent forth to aid those who against 
great odds are fighting the good fight 
of faith. Ever remember that Jesus 
is your helper. . . . He is watching 
over you, and if you are willing to be 
guided by Him, He will throw around 
you influences for good that will en- 
able you to accomplish all His will 
for you.’—Messages to Young Peo- 
ble, p. 17. 


ASSIGNMENT 4 


Remembering Jesus Helps Us to 
Develop a Character Like His 


5. When Jesus gave up the glories 
of heaven, to what kind of home 
did He come? (John 1:46.) 


NoTE.—‘In the providence of 
God, His [Christ’s} early life was 
passed in Nazareth, where the inhab- 
itants were of that character that He 
was continually exposed to tempta- 
tions, and it was necessary for Him 
to be guarded in order to remain pure 
and spotless amid so much sin and 
wickedness. Christ did not select this 
place for Himself. His Heavenly Fa- 
ther chose this place for Him, where 
His character would be tested and 
tried in a variety of ways. The early 
life of Christ was subjected to severe 
trials, hardships, and conflicts, that He 
might develop the perfect character 
which makes Him a perfect example 
for children, youth, and manhood.” 
—Messages to Young People, p. 78. 


6. Christ was subject to tempta- 
tions greater than those of anyone 
who has ever lived, yet He had no 
help to overcome temptation that 
is not available to us. Did He ever 
yield to temptation? (Heb. 4:15.) 


NoTE.—"“Never will man be tried 
with temptations as powerful as those 
which assailed Christ.”—Testimonies, 
vol. 4, p. 45. 

“The youth need to keep ever be- 
fore them the course that Christ fol- 
lowed. At every step it was a course of 
overcoming. Christ did not come to 
the earth as a king, to rule the na- 
tions. He came as a humble man, to 
be tempted, and to overcome tempta- 
tion, to follow on, as we must, to 
know the Lord. In the study of His 
life we shall learn how much God 
through Him will do for His children. 
And we shall learn that, however 


great our trials may be, they cannot 
exceed what Christ endured that we 
might know the way, the truth, and 
the life.”—Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 16. 

7. As followers of Christ, should 
we expect suffering and _ persecu- 
tion? (Matt. 10:16-20.) 

NOTE.—"Those who are finally 
victorious will have seasons of terrible 
perplexity and trial in their religious 
life; but they must not cast away their 
confidence, for this is a part of their 
discipline in the school of Christ, and 
it is essential in order that all dross 
may be purged away. ... You will 
find help in Christ to form a strong, 
symmetrical, beautiful character.’— 
Messages to Young People, p. 63. 


ASSIGNMENT 5 


Remembering Jesus Helps Us 
Help Others 


8. When Peter and John remem- 
bered Jesus, what did they do for 
a poor lame man? (Acts 3:6.) What 
did they suffer after that? (Acts 4:3.) 
What brave words did they utter 
when they were told not to preach 
Christ any more? (Acts 5:29.) 

9. When Paul and Silas remem- 
bered Jesus, what did they do for 
a poor young woman who was pos- 
sessed with an evil spirit? (Acts 16: 
18.) What did Paul and Silas suffer 
after that? (Acts 16:23.) What glori- 
ous thoughts came to Paul’s mind 
when he was called upon to suffer? 
(Rom. 8:18.) 

10. What promise is made for all 
who remember Jesus and try to do 
good as He did? (Rom. 8:17.) 

NOTE.—"“Our mission is the same 
as that of our Master, of whom it is 
written that He went about doing 
good and healing all who were op- 
pressed by Satan.”—Testimonies, vol. 
6, p. 225 


ASSIGNMENT 6 


Remembering Jesus Gives Us 
Something to Look Forward to 
11. What will the King say to His 

fruitless children in the day when 

He comes with His rewards? (Matt. 

25:41, 45.) 

12. What will the King say to His 
fruitful ae that same great 

diz iy: ? (Matt. 25: 40.) 


teagan pie has a special 
work to do for us individually. As 
we see the wickedness of the world 
brought to light in the courts of 
justice and published in the daily pa- 
pers, let us draw near to God, and by 
living faith lay hold of His prom- 
ises, that the grace of Christ may be 
manifest in us. We may have an in- 
fluence, a powerful influence, in the 
world. If the convicting power of 
God is with us, we shall be enabled 
to lead souls that are in sin to con- 
version.”—Messages to Young Peo- 
ble, p. 26. 

ASSIGNMENT 7 

In this week’s lesson we have 
learned that remembering Jesus does 
five things for us. Here are the five 
things, but the words have been jum- 
bled up. Unscramble them: 

HELPS GIVES POWER HIM 
OTHERS US TO GIVES US REAL 
LIKE CHARACTER SOMETHING 
US TO LOOK MAKES HELP TO 


MORE DEVELOP US A HIS FOR- 
WARD HELPS US. 


Makes - 
Gives ___. 
Helps 
Helps 
Gives 

















You can do these puzzles on Sabbath afternoon. 
You may look up the texts to find the answers. 
Then, when finished, check the correct answers 
at the bottom, and see how many you got right. 


Who Was He? 
\ / 
By MRS. P. G. CRESTARUS 


He was a relative of Barnabas. 

He went with Paul and Barnabas on 
their first missionary journey. 

When the way became hard, he left 
them and went back home to Jerusalem. 

Paul refused to take him along on an- 
other missionary journey because he had 
turned back. 

Later he became a valuable worker. 


Bible Addition 
By REUBEN S. DE LONG Yor 


Add the numbers and find the total. 


In thousands, the number of prov- 
erbs spoken by Solomon. 1 Kings 
4:32. 

Number of chapters in James. 

Number of commandments. Ex. 20. 

Number of Jesse’s sons. 1 Sam. 17: 
12. 

Number of fishes that fed 5,000. 
Mark 6:41. 

TOTAL: Number of verses in He- 
brews 9. 
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TED'S NEW BICYCLE 


\ By IVY DOHERTYV¥. 9p)? 





ED wanted a bicycle more than 

anything else in the world. Most 
of the boys in his room had bicycles 
to ride to school every day. Occa- 
sionally one of them would let him 
have a turn, but it never lasted long 
enough to satisfy. Most of the time 
Ted had to just tag along at a steady 
trot beside the boy who was riding. 

One morning at breakfast Father 
said, “Ted, my boy, it’s almost time 
to think about Christmas again. 
That is, if the weather means any- 
thing.” 

Ted looked at the silent snow- 
flakes dashing against the window. 
He had not thought much about 
Christmas, for Father had been too 
ill to work for several months, and 
now it seemed that all the money 
he could earn must be spent catch- 
ing up on payments that could not 
be made while he was sick. 

Mother looked up from her 
breakfast and suggested a new suit. 
“No, I don’t want a new suit, 
Mother,” said Ted. “You know 
what I want. But I know Father 
could not afford it right now.” 
Mother knew what Ted meant and 
so did Father, and it grieved them 
to think that there was something 
their boy wanted that they were not 
able to get for him. 

No one said any more about 
Christmas after that, but the long- 
ings in Ted’s heart would not be 
quieted. 

Christmas Eve came, and as Ted 
went to sleep he wondered what 
would happen in the morning. He 
had worked hard mowing lawns in 
spring and summer, and had raked 
leaves in the fall to earn money to 
buy Mother and Father and grand- 
mother each a Christmas gift. He 
hoped they would like them. 

Then it was morning. Ted 
blinked his eyes. It was still not very 
light. He raised himself up on one 
elbow and looked out the window. 
How beautiful the world looked. 
Then he remembered. It was Christ- 
mas! 
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He slipped quietly to the floor 
and tiptoed to the living-room door. 
He did not want Mother and Fa- 
ther to know he was there, because 
he did not want them to see his 
disappointment at not getting a 
bicycle. He wanted them to think 
he was pleased with whatever he 
found. 

Ah! He saw it! Standing on one 
side of the tree was a bright-red 
bicycle! Ted was so excited he could 
not go near the tree. Shivers shot 
up and down his back, and he crept 
very quietly back to bed. He would 
wait now until Mother and Father 
were up before he went back to the 
living room again. He lay in bed 
trying to believe that the bicycle 
was really his. 

When the time came to get up, 
he could not seem to find words 
with which to say thank you. 
Mother told him, “You must not 
thank me, but Father.” 

All good days eventually come 
to their end. Ted’s Mother sat as 
usual by his bed. “Mother,” he said, 
“I have been wondering all day how 


Father was able to buy my bicycle.” 

“IT am glad you asked me that, 
because I think you should know,” 
Mother replied. “Knowing will help 
you to appreciate your bicycle, and, 
better still, it will make a better boy 
of you. Your Father has gone with- 
out many things in the way of cloth- 
ing for winter so that he could add 
to the little he could spare from his 
salary. Many days he has gone with- 
out lunch so that you could have 
what you longed for most.” 

Ted sighed. “I am sorry Father 
had to do that, Mother. I didn’t 
want him to go without things he 
needed, just for me.” 

Mother looked tenderly at him as 
she said, “Father told me that he 
has never had such a happy Christ- 
mas. He learned long ago that it is 
more blessed to give than to re- 
ceive.” 

“Mother, I shall work hard shov- 
eling snow everywhere I have a 
chance so that I can help Father get 
the warm things he needs,” said 
Ted sleepily as he kissed his Mother 
good night. 


The other men were properly clothed for the cold weather, and had warm lunches. 
But Father was saving money for Ted's Christmas present, so went cold and hungry. 
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